(Mind dulled by the drugs,
Body shorn by the knife):
Father, in life and death
To be utterly trusted:
Father, Thy Will be done.

DARK waves on an iron-bound coast,
Huge, menacing,

Omnipotent in irresistible advance:
Yet each shall be shattered at last to silvery spray on the
rocks.

The desert land,

Blackened and scorched by the fierceness of summer,
A horror of brazen glare, and famine, and death:
Yet at last the Rains shall come, and that land shall be
green and shall live.

A long black night of the Rains,

No vestige of stars or of moon,

The earth close-veiled in the low-flying clouds:

Yet at last, sodden, belated, cometh the dawn.

The night of despair,
Of weariness past all telling,
Of heartache, loneliness, tears:
Yet at the last God giveth joy,
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